the cast-outs who, ior all the general promiscuity, have
been unable to find a real woman for themselves. They
cannot satisfy their needs and be gone as matter-of-fact
as they came. They are incapable of genuine emotion
themselves; they need the display of it desperately in
others. So they must fight out a cobwebbed battle
with their own day-dreams over my helpless body.
Often enough they are puritans on a holiday from their
conscience. Their awkward questions are an attempt
to compound with their morality. They think they
can make up for eating their cake by cutting it too.
There are times when I feel that the prostitute to-day
needs to be half a psycho-analyst.
This is not a pretty story. Many things m it, no
doubt, are sordid. For me they have lost half their
sordidness by being dragged into the open air and faced.
It's the things that one fears to remember that are hor-
rible. When they are faced once more, in all the set-
ting of trivial remembered detail that comes flocking
back to recollection with them, the ugliest things have a
way of losing their ugliness. They become objects of
observation, not feeling. And everything is worthy of
being observed.
I suppose one's life-story starts long before one was
born. Mine, emphatically, would not have been what
it was but for that of my mother. I must run the risk
of being laughed at and cell the truth: she was the
daughter of a clergyman. Hfe was a not unlearned
country parson who drank a lot, read a lot and preached
eloquent if unorthodox sermons. There was talent ia
the family: my, grandfather had been an invited prea-